ON   THE   LAGO   D!   GARDA

perfect, oh, exquisite delight in every interrelated move-
ment, a rhythm within a rhythm, a subtle approaching and
drawing nearer to a climax, nearer, till, oh, there was the
surpassing lift and swing of the women, when the woman's
body seemed like a boat lifted over the powerful, exquisite
wave of the man's body, perfect, for a moment, and then
once more the slow, intense, nearer movement of the
dance began, always nearer, nearer, always to a more
perfect dimax.

And the women waited as if in transport for the climax,
when they would be flung into a movement surpassing all
movement. They were flung, borne away, lifted like a
boat on a supreme wave, into the zenith and nave of the
heavens, consummate.

Then suddenly the dance crashed to an end, and the
dancers stood stranded, lost, bewildered, on a strange shore.
The air was full of red dust, half-lit by the lamp on the
walls the players in the corner were putting down their
instruments to take up their glasses.

And the dancers sat round the wall, crowding in the
little room, feint with the transport of repeated ecstasy,
There was a subtle smile on the face of the men, subde,
knowing, so finely sensual that the conscious eyes could
scarcely look at it. And the women were dazed, like
creatures dazzled by too much light. The light was still
on their faces, like a blindness, a reeling, like a transfigura-
tion. The men were bringing wine, on a litde tin tray,
leaning with their proud, vivid loins, their faces flickering
with the same subtle smile. Meanwhile, Maria Fiori was